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THIS* booK may 

not stride you as being as 

funny as you expected. If 

so, stop right here* and try 

to get your money bacK, 




The blue Damneer-silk ribbon in 
this book was kindly donated by 
the publishers. ::::::: 
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To the Freshman Class of Gold Cure 
College, and to ths Alumni Association 
of that admirable Alma Mater, 
helpful little book 15 cheerfully 
dedicated. 
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PERHAPS YOU REMEMBER- 



If you read "The Log of the Water 
Wagon," that the Good Ship Lithia 
foundered, on the sixth day of 
her voyage, in a fearful dust storm, 
and that the surviving passengers 
launched a life raft just before the 
good old Wagon went down. All 
of which was communicated to a 
breathless world by manuscript found 
in a floating milk bottle. 

The present book records the fate 
of the castaways. It is a tale of 
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privation and torture unparalleled 
in the history of human thirst, and 
is calculated to bring a lump to the 
throat of a New York cabman. 

But why detain you, Reader, when 
you are so wildly eager for the tale. 
On with the dance! 
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APPENDIX* 

(Vermiform) 

Page 220. The Russian Water Wagon is 
called a Drouthsky, and is built low, like a 
dachshund. You don't fall off. You just 
step off. 

Page 309. Florida water was discovered 
with a divining rod in Perth Amboy, N. J., 
by a drunken sailor, and is piped to Florida. 
It is freely used in the treatment of wens, 
ingrowing nails, and neurasthenia. 

Page 403. German pancakes are only mildly 
intoxicating, containing less than three per 
cent, of alcohol. In shape and color they 
resemble a leghorn hat. 



* If desired, the Appendix may be read last. It is a 
useless thing, anyway. 
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When a man is alt in, hotv 
much is he out? 



It is better to hanJe been on 
and off the tOagon than 
nen)er to haxte been on at all. 
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THE CASTAWAYS 

"Boys, we're all in and picking 
at the counterpane/' cried Old Med- 
ford, the Water Wagon veteran, as 
the life raft staggered through the 
billows of choking dust from the car- 
pet-cleaning works. We had one 
last glimpse of the Water Wagon's 
battered hulk, and were then alone 
on the thirsty deep. 

Our condition was alarming. 
Night was coming on, the cargo had 
shifted, and both the air-brake and 
the safety clutches failed to work. 
It began to look as if Old Medford 
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was a fortune-teller, and that we 
were indeed down and out. 



'Twas a wild and Theodore Kramer 
night. Sleep was impossible on ac- 
count of the barking of a pack of 
dogfish that followed us. They got 
a sniff of the Jack Spratt dog biscuit 
aboard, and kept us busy kicking 
them off the raft. One bull terrier 
dogfish grabbed Jack Redwood by 
the ankle and brought back happy 
memories of leg-pulling days in 
'Frisco. 



Fearful as our sufferings aboard 
the Wagon had been, they were a 
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Saxon souse compared to our present 
thirst. Our tongues, cracked and 
coated deep with dust, hung out 
like shad-roes ; our haggard eyes were 
sizzling in their sockets; our evap- 
orated frames were warped and 
creaking like instalment furniture. 
Tom Ginn piped up dustily: "Any- 
body want to buy a pool on the day's 
run?" Hi Jinks crimped him with 
a croquet maliet, remarking that this 
was no time or place for dry humor. 

Along about midnight Hennessy 
Martel blew out a fuse in his head- 
piece and began to rave like Tom 
Lawson in his frenziest days. The 
poor devil thought he was buying 
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drinks for the crowd, and while 
leaning his elbow on an imaginary 
bar he fell overboard. As he was 
taking his third curtain call a noble 
St. Bernard dogfish, who lead the 
pack, seized him by his four-in-hand 
and swam gallantly with him to the 
raft. Rover was rewarded with a 
dog biscuit, and at Old Medford's 
suggestion was taken aboard for a 
mascot. Hennessy was rolled on a 
barrel to get the dust out of him, 
and in half an hour was almost sane 
again. 



Bob Bustle, a travelling man for a 
Kansas City notion house, tried to 
cheer us up with a story. "I heard 
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this one," said Bob, "just as the 
train was pulling out of Des Moines. 
It was a new one on me, but it may- 
be old at that. The silent partner 
of a big suit house invited one of his 
cloak models to dine with him. She 
indignantly refused ' ' 



"Liar!" we shouted as one man. 
Just then the life raft gave a lurch 
to port, and the Colonial highboy 
fell over on the drummer with a 
crash, putting an end to his prepos- 
terous tale. 



Whither we were drifting we knew 
no more than a rural editor. Old 
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Medford struck a waterproof match 
and consulted the compass on his 
key-ring, but was unable to tell 
whether we were headed for the 
Lambs Club or a dry -dock. As 
everybody was complaining of hot 
feet, Medford figured out that we 
were in the Gulf Stream. At that 
moment, Turner Van Newleaf, who 
was bait-casting for White Seal off 
the stern, reeled in a lobster. It 
was red! 

The bats in Hennessy M artel's 
conning tower are beginning to flap 
their wings again. He says the 
sirens are singing to him. "Poor 
guy!" said Tom Ginn; "it was the 
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sight of that lobster. He imagines 
he is on Upper Broadway." 

"Land at last!" cried Old Med- 
ford. The keel of the life raft hit 
something, and after grating along 
on the bottom for a spell, stopped 
high and dry on a sandy beach. The 
excited chatter of the castaways and 
the barking of Rover, as we leaped 
ashore to see what kind of a Robin- 
son Crusoe game we were up against, 
would have made the Tower of 
Babel seem like a game of chess in 
a deaf and dumb asylum. 
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KNOW THYSELF! 

DR. ZOOLAK'S 

Infalliblo Souseemetor 



WITH BELL ATTA4 



* ; i;,i a 




Tells how you 
stand. Rings up 
and registers every 
drink you take while 
awake. Does not 
work while you sleep. 
To be worn like a 
locket, inside collar, just below Adam's apple. 
They can't come too fast for this little wonder. 
It never muffs a ball. 

When ordering, stdte whether you swe « 
gutper or m sipptr* 



COL. BLUEGRASS WRITES FROM KENTUCKY: 

11 Before using your Souseometer, sir, I never knew 
when ray lights went out the night before. Now, sir, I 
can tell, to a swallow, when I took the count. All the 
boys here are wearing them, sir. The bell attachment 
makes a big hit. Six of us on the firing line, lapping up 
( lhe case goods, sounds like the Swiss Bell Ringers, sir." 

FIGURES DO NOT LIE! 
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You can always tell a real New 
Yorker from a Seeing New Yorker," 
remarked the wise Caf£ Chemist, as 
he polished the glassware. "The 
real New Yorker asks for whiskey and 
water; the rubberneck calls for 'red- 
eye, with aqua pura on the side.' 
When the real New Yorker wants 
sherry and egg he asks for sherry 
and egg; the yap thinks it's smart 
to order sherry and chicken. The 
real New Yorker says, 'Let's have 
a pint of wine;' the Seeing New 
Yorker calls it 'wealthy water.' I 
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can pick a yap quicker than I can 
the ponies." 

The Cafe Chemist can give Magi-. 
cian Kellar five yards start and beat 
him with his feet hoppled. He Can 
take nine kinds of mineral water out 
of one siphon without a change of 
expression; they all look alike to 
him. He is the original "just as 
good" man. 

"The barkeeper," said the Chemist, 
"is the best -informed man in the 
world. Bobbie Reid, the artist, drops 
in here for a rickey, and tells me all 
about the art game. Then along 
comes Paul Potter, and puts me next 
on how to write a play. Five min- 
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tites afterwards Charlie Frohman 
comes in and tells me how to put it 
on. Brander Matthews stops in for 
a milk and seltzer, and tells me all 
lie knows — and it's a lot. Then 
there's Silent Smith — he talks to me 
by the hour. Yes, sir," concluded 
the Chemist, wiping an imaginary 
puddle off the bar, "the barkeeper 
is the best-informed man in the 
world." 
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WHEJV in doubt, consult 
the map on page 28. 
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THE ISLE OF TANTALUS 

It appears we are on the Isle of 
Tantalus, the dryest spot in the 
Temperate Zone. Wouldn't that put 
a dent in your derby? Our hard 
luck has been coming along like a 
string of beads. 



Old Medford recognized the island 
as soon as there was daylight enough 
for him to get his dust-proof bear- 
ings. "My suffering friends," he 
said, as we gathered red-eyed round 
him, "the first voyage I made on the 
Water Wagon, I was cast away on 
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this same accursed island, and I tell 
you, boys, it's hell! It is cheerless 
as a Sunday supper in a boarding- 
house [sobs], dry as the annual re- 
port of the Irrigation Commission 
[groans], and strewn with the bleach- 
ing bones of countless New Year's 
resolutions [loud and continued lam- 
entation]. Nothing grows here but 
milk-weed, water-cress and cactus. 
There are no birds, either hot or 
cold. There are no bottles, either 
cold or hot. [A voice: "Merciful 
heavens I"] 'Tis a bleak and barren 
bunch of boozeless sand! [Wails 
and moans.] Unless we are rescued 
we shall all perish miserably of 
thirst. [Hennessy Martel, still rav- 
ing: "Waiter, see what the gentle- 
men will have."] 
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Under the direction of Old Med- 
ford, who was unanimously chosen 
leader, we pitched a tent in the grate- 
ful shade of a dwarf cactus. Our 
mackintoshes patched together made 
a dry and cozy shelter, under which 
we housed the Colonial highboy, the 
rolltop desk, the "Little Giant" gas- 
stove, the Lady Macbeth lamp chim- 
neys, and the other useful supplies 
which we had saved from the Water 
Wagon. We then posted a beach 
patrol, Old Medford selecting Tom 
Ginn, who used to be a look-out in a 
Dawson City faro shack. 



While we were building a kennel 
for our mascot Rover, the beach 
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patrol turned in a still alarm. Loud 
cries for help were heard, and we 
saw Dr. Zoolak and Gottlieb Kirsch- 
wasser, a little way off shore, 
clinging to a .cake of Ivory soap. 
Arthur Haddock, the water polo 
expert of the Century Club, known 
as the Human Fish, swam out with 
a rope in his teeth, using the Austra- 
lian crawl, and towed the two dere- 
licts to the beach. Haddock has 
often stayed under water for three 
minutes. The rest of us have to 
be held under. 

The little band surrounded Dr. 
Zoolak, and with tears in their eyes 
beseeched him to relieve their awful 
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sufferings. The good Doctor had 
lost his Red Cross outfit, but by good 
luck still had with him his Blis- 
terine atomizer, with which he 
sprayed our dust-veneered tongues. 



Fragments of the Water Wagon, 
including the sprinkler, have come 
ashore. The mere sight of the 
sprinkler aggravated our Frenzied 
Thirst, and we pounded it to a pulp 
with rocks. 



"Say, boys," said Bob Bustle, the 
drummer, "here's a good one I got 
from a waitress in the Union Depot: 
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An Irish chambermaid was engaged 
to be married to a German piano 
tuner, and on the night of the wed- 
ding- 

"A sail! a sail!" yelled the beach 
patrol, and the herd stampeded to 
the shore like a bunch of carpenters 
when the whistle blows. A graceful, 
swan-like sloop was sailing slowly 
by, her downy white wings sparkling 
in the morning sunlight. The en- 
chanted bird of Lohengrin was not 
so fair a sight. But it was not her 
graceful lines, her sun-kissed pinions, 
nor her smooth and stately glide 
across the wave that roused our 
emotions and stirred our inmost 
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souls. No ! It was the magic legend 
writ large upon her bellying main- 
sail: 



WHEN YOU DO SHAKE 



FOR THE DRINKS 



DRINK TREMBLE'S 



"Saved!" came the crackling cry 
from a score of parched and blister- 
ing throats. But the stately ship 
skiddooed to her haven under the 
hill, and passed out of our little lives 
like the " touch* ' of a vanished hand. 
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In vain we shouted, and hung out 
our tongues as signals of distress. 
In vain we tore off our union and 
our southern underwear, and waved 
the blue and gray! "The devil sear 
their dastard souls I" cried Trelawney 
Wells of the Lambs Club, taking 
the centre of the beach. "Curses 
on them, they have left us to our 
fate! [Crosses R.] By heaven, this 
is indeed the Isle of Tantalus! [Goes 
up beach.] But I'll be revenged! 
Mark you, I'll be revenged! " [Bust- 
ness of shaking fist and exit.] 

"That's what comes of starting 
on the Water Wagon on Friday," 
said Jack Redwood, as we plodded 
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back gloomily to Camp Mackintosh. 
"I couldn't help it," said Hi Jinks; 
"I was shanghaied.*/ 




We spent t/he rest of the day 
digging up the island in search of a 
varicose vein of natural gas, to hook 
on to the " Little Giant' ' gas-stove, 
but we failed to connect. 



" That reminds me of a story I 
got from a barber in the Pavilion 
Hotel at Montpelier, Vermont, " said 
the notion drummer. "A pretty 
school-teacher in a little New Eng- 
land village was being courted by 
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the telegraph operator. They were 
sitting in the parlor one evening " 



"Wow! wow!" shrieked Hennessy 
Martel, staggering into camp with a 
glass in one hand and a club cocktail 
bottle in the other. "Boys, this is 
my birthday, and the drinks are 



on me. 
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Talk about "beggaring descrip- 
tion!" The scene that followed had 
old man Description peddling lead 
pencils on a street corner. With a 
joysome yelp of "Never mind the 
cherry!" we fell upon Martel, only 
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to discover that the club cocktail 
bottle was empty/ 

From underneath the heap of 
tantalized and exasperated humans 
came the half-choked voice of Hen- 
nessy: "Can't you chaps take a 
joke?" "Men," said Old Medford 
huskily, "what shall be done with 
this fiend in human form, who 
empties a bottle of club cocktails 
into his wretched hide while his 
fellow-castaways are suffering the 
tortures of Tantalus?" [Cries of 
" Fill his mouth with Force! " " Squirt 
water on his tongue!"] "I tell you 
it was only a joke," wailed Hen- 
nessy. "I found the empty bottle 
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on the beach." "Your humor is 
about as funny as the earache," 
said Old Medford dryly. 
Or as losing your sam- 
ple case," said the no- 
tion drummer. "Or the 
morgue on a rainy after- 
noon," sneered Count Martini. 

When heel-taps were 
sounded, and we prepared to 
turn in for the night, Old Rover 
Medford located New York with 
his compass, and we made up the 
berths with our heads toward 
Broadway. 
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"THE SIX BEST SELLERS 



Our reports from fifty-seven cities 
in the United States and Canada, 
the past month, show the Six Best 
Sellers to have been as follows: 
i. Black and Tan Scotch. 

2. Tremble's. 

3. Brick Top Rye. 

4. Skibo Scotch. 

5. Guffy's Fault. 

6. Hunter's Horn. 
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DOES YOUR BODY TROUBLE YOU? 

Try 

DR. GOODBURY'S 

METHOD 

Ik WiH Briii? AH Your Treaties to a Head 



Bead What this Mail has to Says 

"I was all out of shape and discour- 
aged when I decided to try your method. 
I am glad I took your advice 
and had everything removed 
but my head. I can now laugh 
at the haberdashers, tailors and 
shoemakers. All I need is a 
comb and a toothbrush. It is a 
joy not to have to wear collars. 
Although everything I drink 
goes to my head, I no longer 
have trouble with my legs. I never 
enjoyed a head so much before." 

6CT A GOOD HEAD WHIlf ABOUT IT 
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A WORD TO THE WIFE 

Let us tell you how to build a 
Cozy Corner for your husband for 
a mere song: 

First, pick out your corner. Should 
your room happen to be round, 
build it in the centre and call it the 
"Hub." This is a unique and ar- 
tistic conceit, and gives the funny 
man, when he calls, a chance to say 
something about "hogging the centre 
of the stage." But the best results 
have always been obtained by using 
the corner of a square or oblong 
room, one next to a hall if possible. 
Now, any old carpenter will gladly 
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give up his lunch hour and cut a 
side entrance for a few shillings. 
Then, if your account has not been 
running too long, your grocer will 
willingly give you two barrels, which 
stand about four feet apart, and 
across the tops place the ironing 
board. Remove the curtain poles 
and extension brackets from the 
parlor windows; screw one along 
the edge of the ironing board, and 
the other fasten across the barrels 
about eight inches from the floor. 
The same carpenter who gladly cut 
the side entrance will for a few pen- 
nies unscrew the fancy mirror and 
side brackets over the parlor mantel 
and fasten same to the wall back of 
the barrels. Next procure an as- 
sortment of empty liquor bottles, 
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and place them on the shelf in front 
of the mirror, arranging them so that 
the labels will face out. A few 
glasses of various kinds, disposed in 
pyramids on each side of the mirror, 
make a very pretty effect, and a 
small pressed-glass jelly-dish, filled 
with cloves, flag-root and allspice 
(any grocer will gladly let you have 
a handful for the asking), gives a 
dainty finish to the end of the iron- 
ing board. 

Now place a small kitchen table 
against the wall, next to the side 
entrance, and cover it with a table- 
cloth, preferably one from the soiled- 
clothes hamper. Take from your 
icebox all the little dabs of food in 
assorted dishes in the way of cold 
meat, beans, olives, cheese, cab- 
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bage, etc., and place them on the 
table with a plate of crackers. Fill 
a tumbler with any kind of dish- 
water that happens to be handy; 
put two or three forks in it, and 
place it next to the beans. Your 
Cozy Corner now lacks only a few 
slight trimmings. 

For a two-cent stamp any brewery 
will send you a large calendar with 
a beautiful picture of Gambrinus 
astraddle a cask, in eleven colors 
and gold. This tacked on the wall, 
over the side table, lends an artistic 
touch. Take your doormat and 
paint "WELCOME" across it in 
large bold letters; this can be done 
without any expense, with a bottle 
of liquid shoe polish, using the 
sponge on the end of the cork as a 
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brush. When finished place mat 
in front of the side entrance. This 
will give an air of hospitality and 
coziness to the Corner. A quaint 
and appropriate effect may be pro- 
duced by removing the Rogers Group 
from the pedestal in the parlor win- 
dow and placing the pedestal on the 
right-hand side of the Corner. Then 
take the movement out of the cook's 
alarm-clock and place it on top of 
the pedestal. Your druggist will 
cheerfully give you two large sheets 
of white paper, which cut into 
strips about one inch wide and paste 
same together with flour paste, mak- 
ing a ribbon about ten feet long. 
Fasten one end to the clock move- 
ment, and let it fall gracefully into 
a wicker waste-basket on the floor. 
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Now take the glass shade covering 
the wax pond -lilies on the marble 
table and place it over the clock 
movement, and your Cozy Comer 
is complete. 

If this doesn't keep Frank at 
home nights, try an ox chain. 





TiooKtvorm, found only in 
rare edition*. 15 hU being a 
rare edition, ex)ery reader U 
entitled to one booKpvorm. 
See that you get it. 
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THE EIGHTH DAY 
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A "goodfettobu" is a cjoap 
tvho fight* to father eyjerjr 
orphan checK. that the 
register turns adrift, and 
accuses his buife of r\ 
extravagance tvhen she 
for the price of a pah 
shoes for *Robbie. 



you can lead a manl 
buater, but you carCt 
him drinKt 
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THE FOOTPRINTS ON THE SANDS 

We put in a feverish, restless night. 
It turned out that Old Medford's 
compass had lost its ball bearings, 
and he had bedded us wrong. In- 
stead of sleeping with our heads 
toward Broadway, we were actually 
pointing in the opposite direction, 
probably toward some infernal water- 
works. 

Toward morning a joyous screech 
awoke the camp. Tom Ginn was 
staggering around in a circle, and 
when we shook him and woke him 
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up he abused us shamefully, and 
said he was having the time of his 
life. "I was helplessly soused and 
being thrown out of Rector's when 
you woke me up. Oh, let me 
dream again !" 

Hennessy Martel also woke up in 
the night, yelling that some one was 
trying to poison him. But it only 
happened that it was raining hard, 
and the water leaked through a but- 
tonhole in our mackintosh roof and 
dripped into Hennessy's mouth, 
which was open. The rest of us 
finished the night with our hand- 
kerchiefs over our faces. We are 
taking no chances. 
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The Water Wagon barometer has 
just drifted ashore. The hand still 
points to "Very Dry." 



"Here's a good one," said Bob 
Bustle, the drummer. "I told it at 
a progressive euchre party and my 
wife nearly went through the floor. 
A pretty trained nurse in Detroit got 
a hurry-up call over the 'phone one 
night " 



The yarn was flagged by a Three- 
Sixes alarm from the beach patrol. 
He was frantically beckoning us to 
join him. The company made a 
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record run, and came upon a star- 
tling and dramatic surprise. " Foot- 
prints !" exclaimed Old Medford. 
"Zigzag footprints!" said Jack Red- 
wood, trembling with excitement. 
"Odds bottles!" cried Trelawney 
Wells, "some happy souse has passed 
this way. Up and follow him, lads! 
There may be some of it left." 



We hit the trail like a society re- 
porter on a banquet assignment, but 
to our horrible disappointment the 
footprints petered out. "Lads," 
cried Trelawney Wells, "haply our 
quarry is in yonder wood." We 
strung out round the patch of tim- 
ber and began to beat the brush. 
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Hardly had we entered the wood 
when a shrill and teasing voice rang 
out from somewhere: "Won't you 
join me?" A bark of delight went 
up from every throat. "Plain or 
carbonic on the side?" called the 
voice again, but from another quar- 
ter. Old Medford looked puzzled. 
"Waiter, see what the gentlemen 
will have?" — from still another point 
of the compass. "Angels and min- 
isters of grace defend us! M cried 
Trelawney Wells. "The woods are 
haunted I" A mocking and dis- 
cordant "Ha-ha-ha" answered him. 



"Haunted be damned I" snorted 
Old Medford. "Some fresh Alec 
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is giving us that ha-ha." "By the 
mass!" swore Trelawney Wells, "an 
we catch the dastard, the rack and 
thumbscrew for his. This is no hour 
for ribald mockery.' ' 



We broke out of the brush on the 
far side of the timber patch and 
came upon another surprise. Stand- 
ing by the sounding shore was our 
old friend Tom Collins, who had 
fallen from the Water Wagon on 
our third day out. He was tapping 
an imaginary bell, and ordering 
highballs in crate lots. Shades of 
King William, but he was drenched! 
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With a cackling shriek of "Where 
did you get it?" we pounced on Col- 
lins, and with eager, trembling fingers 
searched his pockets. An awful 
silence fell upon the pack. Bitter 
disappointment was written in a 
business-college hand on every face. 
"Curse the luck!" groaned Trelaw- 
ney Wells, "the fellow is as dry as a 
prop cup in a drinking chorus." 



"What '11 it be, gentlemen?" 
squawked a familiar voice behind 
us. Perched on a rock, and leering 
at us, was a moth-eaten, dissipated- 
looking parrot, whose sense of humor 
was peculiar and irritating. 
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"There's the fresh Alec who gave 
us the ha-ha," said Old Medford. 
"Wring his neck!" went up the cry. 
"Hold on!" interposed Bob Bustle. 
"I know that bird. . He used to 
hang in Vogelsang's caf£ in Chicago, 
and he has a speaking acquaintance 
with every member of the Press 
Club." "Squawk! squawk!" said 
the parrot. "The next round's on 
the house." 



We returned to camp, Tom Col- 
lins lurching in the lead. The rest 
of us followed faithfully in his foot- 
steps, the dear old zigzag bringing 
back the lights of far Broadway. 
It appears that after being rescued 
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by a fishing party of East Side 
delicatessen merchants, Collins was 
hog enough to drink up all the bait. 
The angry anglers hurled him over- 
board, and he floated ashore, loaded 
to the gunnels. 

We have built a fence around the 
zigzag footprints on the beach. To 
us it is hallowed ground. 



Tom Collins' tide is swiftly ebbing, 
and we fear it will not last the day 
out. The Scotch mist that enveloped 
him is passing away. Poor wretch I 
In a few short hours he will be as dry 
as we are. 
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"Here's a bird of a story I heard 
at the Rentz-Santley show in Al- 
toona," said Bob Bustle. "A good- 
looking typewriter was doing some 
work for a young curate. She was 
changing the ribbon, when the 
curate " 



' ' Oh, mercy me ! Remember there 
are gentlemen present !" squawked 
Chauncey the parrot, hiding his 
head under his wing. Dr. Zoolak 
was requested by round robin to 
perform an operation on Bustle, 
and cut out his stories. 



Later. — Dr. Zoolak reports that 
the inside of Bustle's head is one 
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reeking mass of stories. An opera- 
tion, he thinks, will be fatal. We 
told him to go as far as he liked. 




Hennessy Martel has 
been hunting all over 
the island for a sherry 
cobbler to mend his 
shoes. He is still on 
his uppers. 



Chauncey 



At bedtime we chained up Rover 
the dogfish, put a muzzle on Chaun- 
cey, gave the notion drummer a 
knock-out sleeping powder, and 
turned in. 
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Let Sleeping Dogs Lie" 

GOUGHTLVS 
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Spring-Bottom Soles 



Warranted not to waken the 
lightest sleeper, thereby insur- 
ing peace and comfort. Tak- 
ing; off yonr ihoei in the hall 
a thing of the past. 





There's a Reason" 
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Tkefore marriage a beoman 
*ays 9 "Oh 9 dorit throb* it 
ab*ay 9 please. I lon)e the 
odor of a good cigar, fm 
used to it, you Knotv. 
Father and the boys alt 
smoKpJ* After marriage the 
"good cigar" titters up the 
carpet, maKps Fido cough 9 
and mattes the lace curtains 
looti UKe fin. 

He b»ho smites tost smites 
best. He is one ahead of the 
game. 
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JUST LIKE FRANK 



The dressmaking, thank the Lord, 
is done with, and the seamstress 
out of the house. The sewing sheet 
has been shaken out and folded and 
the lid put on the sewing-machine, 
and Lena the maid has brushed up 
the basting threads and ravelings 
and retired to the kitchen to do 
things to the four frenched chops for 
the evening meal. The little wife, 
all tired out, has changed her kimona 
for a tea gown, thankful that she 
will not have to dress, when boister- 
ous laughter is heard outside the 
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apartment door, followed by a fa- 
miliar fumbling at the keyhole. 
41 Heavens! Can that be Frank 
bringing home men to dinner! " The 
little wife escapes to her room to 
get into her clothes. 

The genial voice of Frank is heard : 
41 Tear off your duds, boys, and 
make yourselves at home, while I 
get out the cocktail tools. Are you 
there, Ethel dear? I've asked a 
couple of friends to stop for dinner. 
And Ethel — you might bring along 
some cracked ice. Did you hear, 
Ethel dear?" Ethel's "Yes, I hear," 
is clear and metallic. Two total 
strangers! Just like Frank I 

Crash! In removing his topcoat, 
one of the friends sweeps a Parian 
marble bust of Mozart from the 
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music cabinet. "Awfully sorry, old 
man," he apologizes. "Forget it, 
forget it," says Frank. "It was 
cracked, anyway. Lena, bring the 
dust-pan." " I say, Frank, don't mind 
Tomlinson; he isn't housebroke, 
you know," remarks the other 
friend, who is toasting his feet at 
the open fire. A strong odor of 
burning rubber fills the room. It 
is the other friend's overshoes, which 
he has forgotten to remove. Tom- 
linson counters sarcastically on the 
subject of parlor manners. 

The little wife, wearing an ex- 
pression that Frank is familiar 
with, enters with the cracked 
ice. "Ethel dear, I want you to 
know Mr. Brewster and Mr. Tomlin- 
son, two old friends." Ethel dear 
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is delighted to meet Frank's old 
friends, and, excusing herself, hot- 
foots to the kitchen to start out 
Lena on a foraging expedition for a 
steak and a box of potato chips, 
while she gets busy with the canned 
goods. 

"Lick up these cocktails, boys," 
says Frank, and putting a ragtime 
record in the graphophone he pulls 
the throttle wide open. The squawk- 
ing of the machine and the loud 
guffaws of the two old friends are 
heard by the tight-lipped little 
woman in the kitchen. She doesn't 
say a word — then. 

But when the happy little dinner 
is done with; when the voice of the 
graphophone is stilled and the house 
door has closed on Frank's dear 
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old friends, Messrs. Tomlinson and 
Brewster; when the windows are 
thrown open and the rooms are 
airing — Frank doesn't have to put 
his ear to the graphophone to hear 
His Master's Voice. 
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"SILENCE IS GOLDEN" 

My Method Will Help You 

HOME TREATMENT 

Don't babble. Be a man of few 
words and make a hit Think 
twice and whistle before you speak. 
I can teach you to stammer in your 
own home or your wife's mother's in 
ten lessons, or money refunded. 
Double rates for Yiddish and Russian. 

PR.OF. VON STUTTERS 

Graduate of the 
STUTTGART SCHOOL OF STAMMERING 



"TALK IS CHEAP 
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THE NINTH DAY 
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Table d'hote claret isn't 
as red a* it's painted. 

ft 

When a man has all his 
lights lit and still can't find 
the keyhole* buhafs the 
ansbuer f 
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THE MIRAGE 

Gottlieb Kirschwasser, who took 
a course in botany at Old Heidelberg 
and got his face all scarred up doing 
it, made a tremendous hit this morn- 
ing by announcing that the scrubby 
vegetation on the island is nothing 
less than the famous Anheuser bush, 
from the leaves of which bock-beer 
is made. Yelling like a bunch of 
baseball rooters, we rushed forth 
and gathered a few bales of the magic 
leaves. Dr. Zoolak, who was grad- 
uated from a correspondence school 
of chemistry, has volunteered to 




make the brew, and Trelawney Wells 
has taken charge of the incantation. 

THE INCANTATION: 

Old Medford: 
Thrice the purple bat hath mewed. 

Tom Collins: 
Thrice the pink giraffe hath croaked. 

Jack Redwood: 
Thrice the mastodon hath chirped, 
'Tis time! 

Trelawney Wells: 
Round about the cauldron go ; 
In the magic mixture throw: 
Cocktail cherry, wink of girl, 
Little Necks and teeth of pearl, 
Breast of quail and blood of duck, 
Left hind leg of golden buck, 
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Appetite of coryphee, 
Bill of Rector, leg of jay, 
Fearful thirst of gay soubrette, 
Double magnum cold and wet, 
Tip of waiter, claw of bat, 
Broken sp ing of opera hat, 
Tongue of cabbie, breath of sot — 
Churn 'em in the charmed pot. 

All: 
Bubble, bubble, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn and cauldron bubble. 



"Off with the lid!" piped Chaun- 
cey the parrot. A painful silence 
fell upon the company as Old Med- 
ford solemnly strode forward and 
sampled the brew. "This," he said, 
returning the sample on Rover, 
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would never make MilwaukJ 
mous." All hands took a en 
the mixture, and decided tl 
tasted like horse liniment with 
Bola on the side, or like a cij 
when you have a cold in your 



In the bitterness of our disappoint- 
ment we lit on the bum botani 
bore him to the earth, the 
cackling, "Use no hooks!" 
wasser's screams were dr< 
with dippers of his dismal 
Dr. Zoolak is now pumping hi 



"The last time I made St.llLouis 
I heard this one at Tony Faust's," 
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said Bob Bustle. "A Memphis girl 
went to Chicago to see Will Davis 
about going on the stage, and on the 
train she fell in with a russet shoe 
drummer for a Brockton house. 
She was telling him how hard her 
stepmother was to get along with, 
and " 



"Oh, horrors, don't tell that onel" 
cried the parrot, sticking his fingers 
in his ears. "Gentlemen," said Bob 
Bustle, in an injured tone, "that 
damned parrot will have to get out 
of here or I will." We took a vote, 
and it was a landslide for Chauncey. 
Bustle couldn't carry his own 
ward. 
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This Robinson Crusoe game has 
reached the limit, and we are all 
ready to cash in. Arthur Haddock, 
the Human Fish, has volunteered 
to Australian crawl to the mainland 
on his hands and knees and organize 
a relief expedition. Cheering as 
wildly as we could in our weakened 
condition, we bore him on our shoul- 
ders to the water's edge and gave 
him a flying-fish start. Haddock 
hit the crawl stroke up to 42, and 
disappeared in a cloud of suds. 
Rover the dogfish has gone along 
as guide. 



To while away an evening which 
promised to be about as cheerful as 
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a female minstrel show, Jack Red- 
wood proposed a "Night in Bo- 
hemia" entertainment. The first 
topliner announced was Count Mar- 
tini in sleight-of-hand. Removing 
his coat and turning back his cuffs, 
he requested the loan of a silver 
dollar. "A rank touch," sneered 
Tom Ginn. "Well, then," said Mar- 
tini, "will any one in the audience 
kindly loan me a silk hat?" "This 
is no Yiddish wedding," grunted 
Old Medford. "Will some gentle- 
man let me have three fresh eggs?" 
appealed Martini pathetically. " Gad- 
zooks, are there such things?" asked 
Trelawney Wells, who used to play 
Hamlet in a catcher's mask. "Have 
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you fellows got anything?" inquired 
the disgusted magician. "Yes!" — 
from every mouth—" a thirst t What 
kind of a stunt can you do with 
that?" "I could change it into a 
gin fizz — but I won't," replied 
Martini, putting on his coat. He 
retired in a storm of hisses and 
catcalls. 



Hennessy Martel next entertained 
the company by opening an imagi- 
nary bar in the Colonial highboy and 
charging eighty dollars for a cock- 
tail. The audience said it was dirt 
cheap if he could deliver the goods. 




„/" 



Trelawney Wells recited "The 
Rime of the Water Wagon Mariner, M 
with an emotional fervor that made 
the death of little Eva or Camille 
seem like a vaudeville show. Hi 
Jinks then sang a pathetic bathtub 
ballad, entitled "Have You a Little 
Fairy in Your Home?" Dr. Zoolak, 
who is a stickler for propriety, de- 
clared that no real gentleman would 
keep a fairy in his home. 



Tom Collins, who was formerly 
a floor-walker in an Eighth Avenue 
magic shop, offered to throw a 
medium-sized trance and commune 
with the spirits — 95 proof. Before 
going into the trance Collins turned 
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over his watch and Masonic pin to 
Old Medford, remarking that he 
might want to use them when he 
woke up. He then took the psychic 
count, and making a few theatrical 
passes, began to speak: "I see a 
tall, handsome man with a heavy 
blond mustache. He wears an al- 
paca jacket and a long white apron. 
I don't quite get his name. Ah — 
now I have it; it is Jimmy Gray. 
He is churning something in a 
tumbler with a long spoon and chat- 
ting genially with a short cherub- 
faced gentleman who carries a rub- 
ber-plant under his arm. I do not 
quite get the short man's name. It 
is something like Wiggs. No — that 
is not it. Miggs — Triggs — it is com- 
ing very hard. Some one in the 



86 




~ ^ 



X' 



<^c 



EXTRA D*V 



audience is not in sympathy with the 
medium. Griggs — Briggs — I've got 
it! Riggs! Eddie Riggs!" " Never 
mind Riggs," clamored the impatient 
audience; "what is Jimmy Gray 
mixing?" "It looks to me," said 
the medium, "it looks to me like — 
like — like an old-fashioned whiskey 
cocktail." [Subdued cheers, and 
whispers of "Don't wake him up."] 
The medium continued: "The tall 
man with the blond mustache is 
pushing back a bridge ticket which 
the gentleman with the rubber-plant 
has inadvertently offered in payment. 
The latter has just buried the cock- 
tail and is smacking his lips." The 
burst of applause that followed 
woke up the medium and put an 
end to the stance. 
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The bottomliner on the bill was 
Bob Bustle, who, glancing nervously 
at the parrot, began: "Boys, I'm 
not much of a hand at singing or 
recitations, but I'll endeavor to tell 
a funny story. I got this from a 
Minneapolis Board of Trade man. 
A rich lumber dealer made a trip 
to St. Paul to close up a timber deal. 
While waiting at the hotel for his 
man to show up he stepped into the 
barber shop to have his nails mani- 
cured. The handsmith, who was 
a perfect Juno, got out her quick- 
repair kit, and taking his dimpled 
hand she flashed a smirk at him that 
made him sit up and take notice. 
'Where have I seen you before?' she 
asked softly. The lumber mer- 
chant " 
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A maniacal screech from the beach 
patrol broke up the "Night in Bo- 
hemia" entertainment. The scram- 
bling and cackling that followed re- 
sembled a raid on a ladies' pool 
room. "The relief expedition !" 
cried Old Medf ord . ' ' Saved at last ! ' * 
yelled Hennessy Martel, turning a 
flip-flap. 

The cause of the excitement was 
a blaze of light in the midnight sky, 
which turned out to be an electric 
sign upside down. We all stood 
on our heads and read: 
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FOR THAT CROOKED FEELING 



DRINK STRAIGHT WHISKEY 



THAT'S ALL. 



Our joy was brief. The magic 
letters faded out before our eyes, 
and all again was black. "A mi- 
rage ! M groaned Old Medford. "Stung 
again !" said Tom Collins. 



We trudged wearily back to camp 
to put in another hopeless night. 
It proved to be the darkest hour 
before the dawn. 
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BOB BUSTLE'S 

HALF-TOLD TALES 

The Funniest Book in Half a Century 

HAIF TIC EDITION SOLD BffORE IT WAS WRITTEN 

H«vlf *. Dozen Opinions: 

"Not half-bad— W. D. Howells. 

14 Funny as a flag at half-mast." — 
George Ade. 

" I am half-inclined to indict it." — 
District-Attorney Jerome. 

1 My better halves enjoyed it as 
much as I did." — Reed Smoot. 

" 1 am half dead from laughing." — 
Brander Matthews. 

" Can you spare half a dozen 
copies?" — Russell Sage. 



Bound in half-calf and profusely 
Illustrated with half-tones. 

Price, half a dollar. Half off to 
Commercial Travelers. 
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THE RIME OF THE WATER WAGON 

MARINER 

(As Recited by Trelawney Wells) 
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Argument.— An Ancient Water Wagon Mariner 
meeteth three guys on their way to a weddings and 
toncheth one of them for the price o/*a drink. 



It was a Wagon Mariner, 
And he toucheth one of three. 

" By thy empty purse and dusty tongue, 
Now wherefore touchest thou me ? " 
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" It was the Good Ship Lithia, 

That cleared the onyx bar, 
With a wet sheet and a lovely tide 
And a wind that followed far." 




44 God save thee, Wagon Mariner! — 
What dost thou with thy head ? 

Why wag it so ? M — M With my crossbow 
I shot a Raven Red! 

" The lovely tide did peter out, 

Hot-copper grew the sky, 
The oakum oozed, the glass did point 

To 4 Dry/ then 4 Very Dry/ 
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" Water, water everywhere, 
And all the boards did shrink ; 

Water, water everywhere, 
Nor any drop to drink. 

" And every tongue of them on board 
Was honeycombed with rust. 

We could not speak, no more than if 
We had been choked with dust. 

'* * Hell's curses on this Jonah guy ! ' 
Came from the warping deck. 

They split the Raven Red and hung 
The halves about my neck. 
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" With throats unslaked, parboiled and baked, 

We could not laugh nor wail ; 
When all at once the look-out shrieked, 

* A sail ! a sail ! a sail ! ' 



" With tears of thankfulness the gang 

Upon their knees did fall, 
And read, writ on the strange craft's sail 

'DRINK SKIBO SCOTCH— 
THAT'S ALL ! ' 

" God save thee, Wagon Mariner !— 
Why dost thou tear and rip ? " 

The Mariner he ripped some more : 
44 It was a phantom ship ! 



95 




" It was a phantom ship, by heck ! 

Nor any drop on it ! 
My head went round, then round again, 

And I fell down in a fit. 
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44 And whilst I lay in that same fit 

A voice cried overhead, 
* Is this the miserable cuss 

That shot the Raven Red ? 

44 * This is the miserable cuss,' 

A second voice did say ; 
4 And he hath done a wanton thing, 

And shall be curst for aye.' 



?6 



« 



Oh, I had done a hellish thing, 
And am forever curst. 
I pass like night from land to land 
And have a quenchless thirst. 




" In vain I try to put it out, 

In vain for balm I pray. 
There never was, on land or brine, 
A thirst that could compare with mine, — 

It burneth night and day. 

*' Hast thou the price, O Wedding-Guest? 

I know an onyx bar — 
' Skiddoo ! " replied the Wedding-Guest, 
And caught a Broadway car. 




Utvo fKjoite* are better 
than one — if you are going 
*Kp>ting. 




THE LAST DAY 
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JFor / Ae bvhisKpy thirst try 
the gold cure. For the gold 
thirst try the buhisRpy cure. 



Fortune Kjiock? once at 
en)ery man's door. It pays 
to do your drinKJng at home. 



One good drinK deserves 
another— and usually gets it. 
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THE RELIEF EXPEDITION 

Tift morning opened cool and stim- 
ulating. The air was heavily laden 
witM boozone, and the wretched, 
woraj-out castaways sat up in their 
bunlta and sniffed the intoxicating 
bree! 

Lells like new-mown rye," said 

[edford, taking in a deep breath 

"Sail ho!" signalled the beach 

)1. "At last!" sobbed Hennessy 

relief expedition had arrived, 
sion boats, brewery barges, 
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tugs and tank steamers were ad- 
vancing in bottle array, amid salvos 
of popping corks. In the first boat 
that was lowered we recognized our 
gallant rescuer Arthur Haddock, 
with Rover the St. Bernard dogfish 
wagging his tail and barking joyously 
beside him. 

The Relief Expedition, which had 
been organized by the Hotel Men's 
Association and the Retail Budge 
Dealers' League, includes volunteer 
delegations from the following: 



United Order of Wine Openers. 
Ancient and Honorable Artillery of 
Boston. 
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Lambs Club. 

League of Press Clubs. 

City Troop of Philadelphia. 

Chicago Athletic Club. 

Players Club. 

The Old Guard. 

'Frisco Bohemian Club. 

The Strollers. 

Crescent Athletic Club. 

New York and Larchmont Yacht 
Clubs. 

National Rod and Reel Association. 

Army and Navy Club of Washington. 

Amen Corner (Incorporated). 

Pendennis Club of Louisville. 

Brotherhood of Commercial Travellers. 

Duquesne Club of Pittsburg. 

Benevolent Order of General Pas- 
senger Agents. 
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Queen City Club of Cincinnati. 
The New Haven Grays. 
Maryland Club of Baltimore. 
Westmoreland Club of Richmond. 



As we swarmed up the side of the 
flagship, the Royal Magnum, to the 
tune of "Step lively — both gates!" 
Admiral Sir George Kessler, Brut., 
resplendent in a uniform of gold lace 
over lobster red, extended us a 
cordial welcome, and Captain Harry 
Lehr fired a salute of 400 bottles. At 
the same time the rest of the fleet 
opened fire, and when the clouds of 
corks cleared away the decks were 
strewn with helpless forms. Hen- 
nessy Mattel's farewell words, as he 
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THE FLAGSHIP 
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breathed his last sober breath in 
Gottlieb Kirschwasser's arms, were: 
"Don't give up the ship!" 

Homeward bound, with a record 
tide and the wind in the good old 
quarter, souse-souse-east. The vic- 
tims of the recent engagement are 
coming to and calling for another 
broadside. 



Captain Simeon Ford, of the 
armored houseboat Grand Union, is 
wigwagging a humorous speech. Our 
signal officer reports that he can't 
make out what in hell it's all about. 
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Passed the Plattdeutsch Pinochle- 
Verein aboard the Angler, Captain 
Al Foster at the wheel. In answer 
to our salute they let go a viertel of 
suds and shouted : ' ' Move der boat ! ' ' 



The look-out reported a derelict 
dead ahead. It proved to be the 
Water Wagon trailer, which had been 
cut loose during the big dust storm. 
We got a line out to it and hooked it 
on behind the flagship. All of our 
pets were found to be in prime con- 
dition, except the purple mastodon, 
who had the chicken-pox, and the 
Scotch-plaid guinea-pig, who was 
down with German measles. 
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Captain Sim Ford is still wigwag- 
ging his humorous speech. Our sig- 
nal officer is working it out with Joe 
Miller's code book. 

Tom Collins, who is the soul of 
generosity when properly drenched, 
has just made Kirschwasser a pres- 
ent of the Flatiron Building. 

Hennessy M artel, the human Dill 
Pickle, is teaching Chatincey the 
parrot to say When. 

Bob Bustle, the drummer, has 
Captain Sim Ford on the wigwag 
wire, and is unwinding one of his 
Half-Told Tales. 
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One Minute Later. — Captain Ford 
has asked him to ring off. Says he 
told the same story at the last 
banquet of the Valley Forge Horse- 
Shoers' Association. 



At 4.30 p.m. we made Battery 
Park. The harbor was wide open 
and every whistle was on a toot. 
The sea-wall was thronged with wine 
impresarios, case-goods shovers, cab- 
men, hotel and sanatorium and Turk- 
ish bath runners, shrieking their 
wares, citizens on foot, and part of 
the Shanley family in eighteen car- 
riages. 
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Amid a deafening din of cheers and 
popping corks, and to the stirring 
strains of "See the Conquering 
Heroes Come," the survivors of the 
cruise of the Water Wagon staggered 
or were half carried to the Aqua«rium. 
Here, surrounded by the other tanks, 
Andrew Carnegie, attired in Black 
and White kilts and a Glenlivet 
bonnet, pinned upon each wine- 
soaked breast a bichloride of gold 
hero medal. In behalf of the sur- 
vivors, Old Medford, steadying him- 
self against a tank of skates, thanked 
Mr. Carnegie, and announced that 
if the Laird of Skibo would raise half 
a jag, we would raise the other half. 
Bob Bustle also offered to contribute 
half a good Scotch dialect story if the 
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Laird would provide the rest. With 
a Marcel wave of his hand the Iron- 
master referred Bustle to his sec- 
retary. 

Rover the St. Bernard dogfish was 
presented to the Aquarium, and 
Chauncey the parrot was sent to the 
Bide a Wee Home. 



The striped mice, the polk-dot 
lizards, the Scotch-plaid guinea-pigs, 
and the other pets in the trailer 
were returned to their owners, and 
everybody took cabs for the Land of 
the Midnight Bun, after phoning to 
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TIPS TO TIPPLERS 

Never ask a cabman for a transfer. 
He may hand you one. 

Never go to sleep in a cab without 
living a call. 

A peculiar thing about a hansom is 
that when you begin your ride the 
driver is behind you, but when you finish 
he is ahead of you. 

Settling with a cabman is a guessing 
contest, and cabby always wins the 
eight-day clock. 



1x4 




E.XTRA D*V 



If you find it difficult to get into a 
cab, ask the driver to help you. He 
won't leave you till you're all in. 

Don't invite the cabman to drink 
every time you stop. He might tip you 
into a street opening, and that would be 
a horse on you. 

Whenever a dispute arises as to dis- 
tance covered, compel the cabman to 
show his yardstick. 

Don't ring for hot water when in a 
cab. You will find some waiting for 
you when you get home. 
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When in doubt as to where you live, 
there is no place like home. 

If a cabman drives you eight times 
around the block without stopping, you 
will know that you are pilsified. 

Before your friends bundle you into a 
cab, have them fill out the identification 
card on the following page, and fasten 
it to your coat with a safety-pin. 
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REMARKS: Do not permit reporters to interview me if 




you can foot some of the 
people all of the time, and 
all of the people some of the 
time — but you can't fool 
your fouife. 

Man sets up, and tvoman 
sits up. 
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GLOSSARY 

All in. Submerged. 

Boozone. City air. 

Bun. A pastry studded with cherries. 

Bundle. A large package. 

Grog. A sailor's breakfast food. 

Here's how. A tribal salutation. 

Horn. Something to toot on. 

Jag. A small load, as of rye. 

Lit up. Bright, cheerful. 

Load. Put down six and carry one. 

Lush. Full of juice, as a grapefruit. 

Package. A small bundle. 

Pie-eyed. Same as pilsified. 

Pifflicated. Babbling. 

Pilsified. The limit. 

Rum. The best part of an omelette. 

Say when. Macbeth's remark to Macduff. 

Soused. A condition, not a theory. 

Three fingers. Dry measure. 
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The moral of thU tilth 
booK. is: "DrinK. in modera- 
tion, and Kf*P off the Water 
Wagon. 
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